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SOAP  OPERA  TOOTSIE! 

For  the  past  few  months  fans  of  the  soap  opera  Santa 
Barbara  have  been  watching  macho  gangster  Bunny  (played  by  Joe 
Marinelli)  become  Bonnie  in  his  leisure  time.  "Five  years  before 
coming  to  Santa  Barbara , Bunny  needed  a disguise  to  get  away 

FROM  A MOB  HIT,"  SAYS  MaRINELLI.  "He  FOUND  OUT  HE  LIKED  DRESSING 
UP,  SO  HE  KEPT  ON  DOING  IT.  He’s  STRICTLY  A HETEROSEXUAL  WHO 
LIKES  DRESSING  AS  A WOMAN." 
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A MOVIE  TO  SEARCH  FOR  IN  YOUR  LOCAL  VIDEO  EMPORIUM  IS 

Mascara.  This  French/Belgian/Dutch  co-production  stars  Charlotte 
Rampling  and  Michael  Sarrazin  and  is  well  worth  the  search. 
Anybody  who  has  been  to  a trendy  drag  club  will  recognize  many 
of  the  characters  here. 

3+B 

s 

IN!  EE  W MAGAZINE  DEBUTS 

Sender  Expressions,  "a n innovative  publication  designed  to 

DEAL  WITH  GENDER  ISSUES  IN  AN  EMPATHET'IC , NONE  XPLOITATI VE  MANNER” 
DEBUTED  WITH  Vet.  1,  NuMBEF  1 IN  FEBRUARY.  ’GenEx’  IS  32  PAGES 
WITH  A $5.95  COVER  PRICE  ($30.00  FOR  A ONE- YEAR  SUBSCRIPTION) 
AND  FEATURES  ARTICLES  BY  IoAnN:  ROBERTS  (FOUNDER  OF  RENAISSANCE ) 
AND  OTHERS  (INCLUDING  A PRO/OON  DEBATE  ON  OPEN  OP  CLOSED 
GROUPS),  A GUIDE  TO  HORMONE  THERAPY  BY  BARBARA  CHAMBERS,  POETRY, 

Resource  Pages,  Friendship  Ads  and  more.  For  more  information, 
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’em  En  Femme  sent  ya! 
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GROWING  UR 
W I .I  H BOBBY 

A Serialized  Novel  By  Joanne  Wilson 
Part  II 

There  was  never  another  single  moment  in  our  lives 
when  Bobby  and  I played  sexual  games  together.  As  boys 
there  was  no  attraction,  likewise  as  girls.  And  we  were 
rarely  together  when  we  were  boy  and  girl.  But  there 
were  countless  times  when  we  were  girls  together.  The 
risks  we  took  were  insane  but  we  w4re  never  caught.  To 
my  knowledge,  no  one  even  suspected.  If  Tess  had  known 
or  even  thought  that  Bobby  might  have  continued  what 
they  had  started  together,  she  never  let  on.  We  were 
always  especially  careful  to  replace  her  clothes  exactly 
as  we  found  them.  But  I was  constantly  fearful  that  she 
- or  their  mother  - would  one  day  notice  something.  By 
the  time  Bobby  was  fifteen  (and  Tess  nineteen)  he  had 
grown  into  her  clothes.  He  was  f ive-foot~seven  and  she 
five-six  but  an  inch  was  nothing.  She  was  a wonderful 
looking  girl,  given  not  un-natural  I y to  the  most  beautiful 
and  fashionable  clothes.  In  her  things  Bobby  looked 
superb.  I guess  it’s  not  excessively  egotistical  to  say 
that  I looked  pretty  good,  too.  But  by  the  time  I was 
sixteen,  I was  five-foot-ten  and  Tess’  clothes  did  not 
fit  me.  However,  Maggie’s  did. 

Maggie,  their  mother  was  a little  taller  than  both 
/of  them  and  a couple  of  sizes  larger  overall.  For  years, 
giggling  and  fooling  around  like  genuine  schoolgirls,  Bobby 
and  I would  select  our  clothes  from  the  two  different 
wardrobe  and  bring  them  together  in  one  or  other  of  the 
bedrooms  and  dress  up.  Then,  for  an  hour  or  a couple  of 
hours  or  whatever  time  we  had  available  to  us,  we  would 
practice  being  women.  Practice  our  walks,  our  speech,  our 
gestures,  everything.  And  pass  comment  upon  ope  another. 
He  was  Barbie  and  I (not  being  able  to  find  anything 
that  worked  well  with  ’David’)  was  Krissy.  There  were  no 
parodies,  no  send~ups.  We  were  totally  committed  to  being 
proper  young  women. 
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♦ It-  is  probably  also  significant  that  we  never,  never 
mixed  the  two  roles.  I don’t  think  there  was  ever  an 
occasion  when  Barbie  and  Krissy  came  into  Bobby  and 
David’s  conversation.  We  isolated  the  girls  totally.  And 
we  never  used  my  house.  For  a start  there  was  almost 
always  someone  at  home  at  my  house.  And  for  seconds, 
the  clothes  we  wanted  were,  at  Bobby’s  house. 

The  longest  time  we  ever  spent  as  girls  was  from 
about  one  o’clock  one  Saturday  afternoon  until  about  six 
p.m.  on  Sunday.  By  the  loveliest  of  coincidences  my  Mum 
and  Dad  and  Maggie  and  Tess  all  went  away  for  the  same 
weekend.  Mum  and  Dad  to  my  Aunt’s  out  of  town  and  Tess 
to  a netball  competition.  Maggie  went  to  a business 
convention.  It  was  only  six  weeks  or  so  to  our  year  end 
exams  and  we  both  (independently,  for  neither  of  us 
admitted  or  discussed  what  might  take  place)  pleaded 
study  to  stay  at  home  alone.  And  we  did  study,  but  not 
what  our  families  thought  we  were  studying. 

By  the  time  we  were  sixteen  and  seventeen 
respectively,  I had  been  working  at  being  a part-time 
girl  for  four  years  and  Bobby  for  about  two  years 
longer.  And  yet,  in  all  that  time,  neither  one  of  us  had 
ever  been  outside  his  house  in  female  clothes.  We  talked 
(as  Barbie  and  Krissy,  of  course)  as  though  we  had  but 
it  was  pure  fantasy.  Except  for  that  one  night  alone  we 
had  never  had  the  opportunity,  but  secretly  I wanted  to 
and  I was  certain  Bobby  did  too.  And  since  ’’all  things 
come...”  the  occasion  did  finally  present  itself. 

Tess  was  selected  to  the  State  netball  team  and 
she  and  Maggie  went  interstate  for  a week  for  the 
national  competitions.  In  exactly  the  same  week  an  uncle 
of  my  father’s  died.  He  was  not  a close  relative  and 
there  was  no  cause  for  me  to  attend  the  service  and 
funeral  but  Mum  and  Dad  decided  to  go.  And  since  Uncle 
Frank  lived  interstate  they  decided  to  make  a week  of  it 
and  visit  other  relatives  as  well.  Maggie  and  Tess  left 
on  the  Thursday  night  plane,  Mum  and  Dad  on  Friday. 
After  my  parents  had  left,  I called  Bobby. 
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"Hi!  Want  to  come  over?"  Bobby  said  as  soon  as  he 
heard  my  voice.  I knew  immediately  that  he  was  already 
Barbie  because  he  was  using  her  voice. 

"You're  ahead  of  me,"  I said,  a little  petulantly. 

"Sorry,  sweetie,  I didn’t  want  to  waste  the  time. 
I’ve  been  home  since  three.” 

"Okay,  I'll  be  there  in  a minute,”  I said.  "But  I 
don't  want  to  see  you  until  I'm  properly  dressed." 

"Sure,"  Barbie  said.  "Go  straight  to  Mum's  room.  I'll 
wait  in  the  living  room  until  you’re  re6dy." 

I left  the  house  by  the  back  door  ana  locked  it 
and  went  across  the  back  lawn  to  Bobby's  place,  letting 
myself  in  and  going  directly  to  Maggie's  room.  With  the 
knowledge  of  experience  it  was  only  a matter  of  minutes 
before  I was  dressed  in  Maggie’s  underwear : panties, 

garter  belt,  stockings,  bra  and  slip.  Maggie  didn’t  wear  a 
padded  bra  (neither  did  Tess  anymore  but  Bobby  had 
pincea  a couple  whe  she  in  the  process  of  discarding 
them  and  secreted " them  away)  so  I had  to  pad  out  with 
cotton  balls.  I had  brushed  my  still  long  hair  up  from 
the  back  into  a temporary  topknot  and  had  begun  to 
make-up  my  face. 

"Are  you  decent,  honey?"  Barbie  called  from  outside 
the  door. 

"Sure,  come  on  in.” 

I saw  Barbie  enter  the  room  in  the  dresser  mirror 
and  turned  to  look  at  'her'.  She  looked  exquisite,  better 
than  I had  ever  seen  her.  She  was  wearing  a form  fitting 
bottle  green  Thai  silk  mini-skirt,  just  about  three  inches 
above  the  knees,  jet  black  stockings,  black  patent  stil- 
ettos, a plain  sheer  silk  high-necked  blouse  and  a hip- 
length  straight  jacket  that  matched  the  skirt.  Her  hair 
seemed  to  be  fuller  than  usual  and  with  more  bounce  and 
was  very  femininely  styled.  Her  make-up  was  flpwless  but 
we'd  both  become  very  expert  at  that.  She  came  over  to 
me  grinning  widely  and  kissed  me  lightly  on  the  cheek. 
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, "Hi,  angel,"  she  said  and  sat  next  to  me  on  the 
long  stool.  She  smelled  of  Chloe. 

"Hi,  Barbie.  God,  you  look  wonderful.” 

Her  nails,  like  mine,  were  long  enough  to  carry 
lacquer  but  not  long  enough  to  cause  comment.  They  were 
painted  to  match  her  lipstick. 

"Thank  you,"  she  smiled.  "I  had  plenty  of  time.  I 
must  admit  I’ve  been  getting  ready  for  about  two  hours.” 
"That's  not  fair,"  I said. 

"Darling,  we’ve  got  all  week.  Take  your  time.  Guess 
what  I did?  I shaved  my  legs.” 

”0h,  Barbie,  that’s  even  more  unfair.”  I glanced 
down  at  her  legs.  Although  neither  of  us  were  very  hairy 
there,  there  was  a definite  improvement. 

"You  can  do  it  tomorrow,”  she  said. 

"Won't  someone  notice?” 

”1  don’t  reckon.  In  a week  most  of  it’ll  grow  back. 
Besides,  I won’t  wear  shorts  until  it  does.” 

I turned  back  to  the  mirror  and  proceeded  with  my 
make~up. 

"What  are  you  going  to  wear?” 

"I  don’t  know  yet,  I haven’t  looked.” 

’’Wea^  the  straight  pink  dress  with  the  cap  sleeves 
and  the  loose  linen  jacket.  It  looks  great  on  you." 

I applied  the  first  coat  of  mascara.  "Okay.  Why  the 
jackets,  though?” 

"We’re  going  out,  Krissy,  that’s  why!” 

I took  the  mascara  wand  away  from  my  eye  and 
turned  towards  her. 

"Out?!” 

"Yes,  out.  I’ve  already  made  the  bookings  for 
dinner.  At  the  Steak  Place.” 

"Oh,  God,  Barbie,  are  we  ready  for  this?” 

"We’ve  been  ready  for  years,  sweet.  Come  on, 
lighten  up." 

Rather  more  nervously  I finished  mymake-up.  Barbie 
suggested  I should  tie  my  hair  back  tightly  and  she 
fixed  it  in  a tight  plait,  and  added  a white  bow  over  it. 
It  looked  severe  and  dramatic,  but  I liked  it. 
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I lacquered  my  nails  and  used  Maggie’s  hair  dryer 
to  hasten  the  drying  and  then  put  on  the  pink  dress, 
white  high  heeled  courts  and  the  white  linen  jacket.  The 
long  mirror  in  the  hail  confirmed  again  that  the  years  of 
practice  paid  off.  I looked  good,  not  great,  but  good. 
Barbie  was  always  the  one  who  looked  great.  With  a 
sudden  surge  of  confidence  I decided  we  were  going  to 
enjoy  ourselves.  We’d  waited  a long  time  for  this.  We 
found  suitable  handbags  for  ourselves  and  while  I was 
putting  , some  make-up  into  it  that  I wondered  how  we 
were  going  to  pay  for  this  evening  out. 

’’Barbie,  what  are  we  going  to  do  for  money?” 

She  pulled  out  a small  money  purse  of  less’  and 
opening  It,  pulled  out  a hundred  dollar  note. 

"Where  did  you  get  that?” 

"Mum.  But  she  doesn’t  know  it.  She  cashed  up  for 
the  trip  with  less.  She  won’t  miss  it.  Have  you  got  any 
money  at  ail?” 

"About  twenty  dollars  or  so.  But  it's  at  home." 

"That’s  okay.  We  won’t,  spend  all  this  tonight.  We’ll 
keep  what’s  left  and  yours  for  another  night.” 

"How  are  we  travelling?” 

"Cab.  Come  on,  let’s  book  it.” 

Barbie  called  a cab  and  we  stood  around  near  the 
front  door  watching  for  it. 

”Do  I look  okay?”  Barbie  asked,  knowing  very  well 
that  she  did. 

"You  look  wonderful.” 

The  cab  pulled  up  out  front  and  we  left  the  house 
on  the  great  adventure. 

"Where  to,  girls?"  the  cabbie  asked. 

"The  Steak  Place  on  Machan  Street,”  Barbie  said, 
taking  control. 

The  cabbie  flipped  the  flag  on  the  meter  and  we 
were  off.  We  drove  in  silence  for  a while,  ^glancing  at 
one  another  from  time  to  time  and  smiling  conspirator i lu. 

"Have  you  got  change  for  a hundred?"  Barbie  asked 
the  cab  driver  suddenly. 
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"No,  ma’am,  I don’t.  Sorry." 

"Could  you  stop  at  the  next  store  we  pass  and  I’ll 
get  some  change,  then?" 

"Certainly  can,"  the  driver  said. 

Barbie  turned  to  me.  ”1  had  just  thought  of  that." 

Half  a mile  further  up  the  road  the  driver  pulled 
outside  a large  general  store  and  Barbie  slid  from  the 
car,  slung  her  bag  under  her  arm  confidently  and  went 
inside  the  shop. 

The  cab  driver  leaned  across  the  back  of  his  seat. 
"You  girls  out  on  the  town?"  he  asked.  I saw  his  eyes 
flick  to  my  legs  where  the  tight  pink  skirt  had  ridden  up 
over  my  knees.  I didn’t  mind.  As  long  as  he  referred  to 
me  so  casually  as  a girl  he  could  look  all  night.  It  was 
the  first  time,  of  course,  and  it  was  very  thrilling.  When 
his  eyes  came  back  to  my  face,  I smiled. 

"No,  no  really,”  I replied.  "Just  for  dinner."  He  was 
about  forty-five,  a big  man,  but  not  unattractive. 

"Boys  let  their  girls  travel  alone  these  days. 
What’s  the  world  coming  to?" 

I shifted  slightly  in  my  seat..  It  was  unintentional 
but  the  skirt  rode  a fraction  higher.  The  cabbie’s  eues 
dropped  again  and  this  time  stayed  there  a moment  or  so 
longer. 

"Pretty  legs,"  he  said  and  grinned. 

"Thank  you."  As  fas  as  I was  concerned  he  could 
keep  this  up  ail  night. 

"Ah,”  he  sighed,  looking  out  the  window  towards  the 
store.  "I  wish  I was  younger.  I’ve  got  four  kids,  y’know? 
Eldest 's  a girl  about  your  age.  She’d  kill  me  if  she  heard 
me  say  it  but  she’s  not  as  pretty  as  either  of  you. 
Here’s  your  friend.  She’s  a knockout,  isn’t  she?" 

"Yes,  she's  lovely,"  I said  as  Barbie  opened  the 
door  and  slid  back  alongside  me. 

"All  set?"  asked  the  driver. 

"Yes,  I can  pay  you  now,”  Barbie  smiled,  and  the 
driver  engaged  gear  and  moved  off. 

"Everything  all  right?"  I asked,  meaning  more  than 
did  .she  get  the  change. 
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"Yes,  fine,”  she  grinned.  ’’Really  pretty  young  guy 
in  the  shop.  I nearly  stayed.’’ 

Ten  minutes  later  Barbie  payed  the  cab  driver  and 
we  climbed  from  the  cab  outside  the  Steak  Place.  He  had 
done  much  to  boost  my  confidence. 

We  entered  the  brightly  lit  foyer  and  were  immedia- 
tely greeted  a slick  maitre’d. 

’’You  have  a reservation,  ladies?”  he  asked. 

”Yes,  please,”  Barbie  said,  taking  control  as  usual. 
”In  the  name  of  Watson.  Just  for  twoj’ 

He  checked  his  booking  diary  and  we  followed  him  to 
a table.  I was  aware  we  were  eyed  as  we  walked  to  the 
table.  It  was  a feeling  rather  than  something  I actually 
saw.  I instinctively  went  to  pull  out  my  own  chair  but 
the  maitre’d  took  over.  I sat  down  and  put  my  handbag 
on  my  knee.  When  Barbie  was  also  seated  I opened  the 
bag  and  took  out  the  small  hand  mirror  and  quickly 
checked  my  appearance.  Satisfied,  I placed  the  mirror 
back  into  the  bag  and  the  bag  onto  the  floor  beside  my 
feet. 

’’Isn’t  this  wonderful?”  Barbie  asked. 

”0h,  yes!  It’s  the  most  exciting  thing  I’ve  ever 

done." 

”Me,  too..  You  know  I could  feel  men’s  eyes  on  us 
when  we  came  In." 

”1.  know.  A^d^t^hot  -cab  driver  certainly  had  a line.” 

"Did  he  now?* 

I told  Barbie  of  the  conversation  with  the  cab 
driver.  She  listened  with  sparkling  eyes.  When  I'd 
finished  the  story  she  picked  up  her  handbag  and  took 
out  a pack  of  cigarettes  and  offered  me  one.  I took  it 
and  remembered  to  hold  it  in  my  fingers  until  she 
snapped  her  lighter  for  me.  I watched  the  way  she  held 
the  cigarette  and  drew  in  the  smoke.  It  was  so  like  a 
girl.  I hoped  I was  as  good.  A waiter  laid  mertus  on  the 
table  in  front  of  us  and  we  picked  them  up  and  began  to 
peruse  them. 
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It.  was  strange  but  I immediately  began  scanning  for 
the  lighter  foods  where  in  other  circumstances  I might 
have  thought  about  a New  York  cut  steak.  Ve  both 
ordered  salads,  mine  with  Thousand  Island  dressing,  while 
Barbie  settled  on  Italian.  There  was  a small  steak  on  the 
menu,  appropriatley  named  Steak  a la  Femme.  I guess  it 
was  inevitable  we  would  both  order  the  same.  A few 
moments  after  the  food  waiter  had  left,  a drinks  waiter- 
appeared.  The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  both  of  us 
were  under  legal  drinking  age  but  no  one  had  asked  so 
we  assumed  we  didn’t  look  it.  Neither  did  we  know 
anything  about  wines.  So  Barbie  asked  the  waiter  to 
suggest  something  and  we  accepted  his  first  suggestion. 

’’There’s  a girl  off  to  you  left  behind  you,”  Barbie 
said  to  me  when  we  were  alone  again,  ’’who  is  wearing  the 
most  divine  red  • dress.  She's  looking  away.  Take  a 
glance.” 

I looked  over  my  shoulder.  It  was  strapless  with  a 
fitted  bodice  and  skirt,  a mere  slip  of  a dress  which 
showed  a lot  of  leg  and  her  creamy  shoulders  and  arms. 

"Hmrnm,  it’s  yummy,”  I said  to  Barb,  turning  back,  "I 
wish  I could  wear  a strapless  dress.” 

”0h,  you  can,”  Barbie  said,  ”Tess  has  a little 
strapless  torso! ette  I’ve  worn  a few  times  with  one  of 
her  strapless  dresses.  It  works  well." 

Ve  continued  on  in  this  vein,  playing  our  well- 
practiced  young  lady  roles  to  the  hilt,  talking  about  the 
things  the  women  were  wearing,  being  bitchy  at  times, 
using  expressions  like  ’divine' , ’gorgeous’,  ’yummy'  and 
calling  each  other  ’honey’,  or  ’sweetie’  or  ’dear’.  Ve 
never  once  admitted  to  be  being  not  quite  what  we 
appeared  to  be.  The  food  arrived  and  we  ate  delicately 
and  sipped  the  wine  and  smoked  a cigarette  between 
course. 

”6od,  I love  doing  this,"  Barbie  said  at  one  stage. 

”So  do  I.” 

’’Let’s  go  out  every  night,  they’re  away!" 

”Ve  can’t  afford  it,  can  we?” 
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”We  don’t  have  to  spend  a lot  of  money,  I don’t 

mean  to  dinner  necessari ly." 

”1  guess  not.  I’m  game.” 

’’And  tomorrow  and  Sunday,  too.  Ve  can  go  to  the 

park  and  watch  the  boys  play  baseball  or  feed  the  ducks 

or  something.  Tomorrow  we  can  do  downtown  and  just 
window  shop.” 

’’Sure.  Why  not?”  I though  it  was  probably  madness, 
but  then  everything  we  did  seemed  to  be.  And  if  Barbie 
said  jump  off  a cliff.  I’d  probably  have  done  it. 

By  the  time  the  meal  was  over  we  were  both  just  a 
tiny  bit  tipsy,  not  being  used  to  the  wine.  We  paid  the 
bill,  which  came  to  a little  over  forty  dollars,  and  stood 
giggling  a little  under  the  canopy  out  front  waiting  for 
cab.  A car  pulled  up  and  the  passenger’s  window  slid 
down  and  a male  head  popped  out. 

’’Need  a lift,  girls?" 

”No,  thank  you,”  Barbie  smiled  sweetly,  ’’we’ve 
ordered  a cab." 

"Are  you  sure?” 

’’Positive,  thanks,”  I confirmed.  ’’But  it’s  nice  of 
you  to  ask.” 

"What  a pity,”  the  young  man  said  and  they  drove 
off.  Ve  looked  at  each  other  and  burst  into  hysterical 
laughter  and  it  was  as  well  a cab  arrived  because 
someone  might  have  locked  us  up  otherwise. 

In  the  cab  Barbie  held  my  hand.  ”1  love  you,”  she 
whispered. 

”Shhh,”  I indicated  the  cab  driver. 

’’But  I do,”  she  said. 

Inside  the  house  Barbie  turned  to  face  me.  ’’Krissy, 
I’m  horny  as  hell.  Can't  we..." 

”No,  honey,  please  don’t  ask.”  I said.  ”1  don’t  want 
to  spoil  things  by  getting  involved  sexually.” 

She  looked  at  me  soulful  ly.  ”If  you  were  Davey, 
would  you?” 

I stared  at  the  lovely  creature  opposite  me.  ”1 
might." 
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’’Can’t  you...?”  < 

* I knew  what  she  was  going  to  ask.  ”N0!  I’m  Krissy 
just  as  much  as  you’re  Barbie.  I don’t  want  to  give  that 
up  either.” 

She  pouted.  ’’Can  I have  just  one  kiss  then?” 

I thought  for  a moment.  ”Yes,”  I said  and  we  kissed 
gently  and  lovingly. 

’’Will  you  stay  over?” 

”No,"  I said,  ”1  want  to  be  in  my  own  home  just 

like  this  for  the  first  time.  I’d  like  to  take  a few 
things  to  put  on  in  the  morning,  though.  This  dress  is 
hardly  appropriate." 

Barbie  indicated  Maggie’s  bedroom.  "It’s  your 
wardrobe,  sweetie.” 

I selected  a nightie,  some  clean  undies,  a skirt, 
blouse  and  flats,  seeing  them  as  right  for  a Saturday 
morning  and  having  taken  my  leave  of  Barbie  I went 

across  our  back  lawns  to  my  own  home.  I found  it 
exciting  to  be  at  home  in  my  Krissy  persona.  I put  the 
clothes  on  my  bed  and  suddenly  found  myself  in  my 
parent's  room,  wanting  to  wear  some  of  my  mother’s 
clothes  instead  of  Maggie's.  She  was  every  bit  as  smart 
a dresser  and  an  inch  taller  than  Maggie.  For  an  hour 
before  I was  finally  so  sleepy  I had  to  turn  in  I tried 
on  her  things  and  was  thrilled  to  find  how  well  they 
fitted.  Because  it  had  never  been  possible  it  had  never 
occurred  to  me  before  to  try  them.  In  the  circumstances 
I vowed  to  wear  her  things  for  the  next  few  days 

instead  of  Maggie’s.  But  I knew  I would  have  to  be  very 
careful  with  them.  Mother  was  the  tidiest  person  alive 

and  I felt  sure  she  would  know  exactly  where  everything 
should  be.  I stripped  off  Maggie’s  things  and  put  on  a 
nightie  of  Mother’s.  Then  I went  into  the  bathroom  and 
washed  off  the  make-up  with  Mother’s  cleanser  and  untied 
my  hair  and  loosened  it  with  my  fingers. 
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I woke  early  next  morning  and  got  up  straight 
away.  My  mind  was  clear  immediately  as  to  what  I was 
going  to  do.  I was  just  a bit  tired  of  playing  second 
fiddle  to  Barbie  in  the  looks  department.  I ran  the 
shower  and  got  under  and  shaved  my  legs  and  underarms 
and  then  shampooed  my  hair  twice  and  used  a conditioner. 
I dried  off  my  body  and  sought  and  found  Mother’s 
curlers  and  hair  dryer  and,  using  her  little  instruction 
booklet,  carefully  and  painstakingly,  set  my  hair  in 
rollers.  I sprayed  the  curls  lightly  with  a setting  lotion 
as  directed  and  stretched  the  dryer  bonnet  over  my  head 
and  switched  it  on.  While  it  was  working  away,  I carefully 
plucked  my  eyebrows  enough,  I thought,  to  clean  them  up 
without  making  it  obvious.  When  the  dryer  had  been  on 
for  forty-five  minutes  or  so  I tested  one  of  the  larger 
curls  and  finding  it  dry.  removed  the  bonnet  and  took 
out  each  of  the  curlers.  It  took  me  another  hour  to  get 
my  hair  to  look  like  I thought  it  should  look  but  when  I 
was  finished  it  looked  totally  different  and  in  way  like  a 
hairstyle  any  boy  might  wear. 

I went  into  my  parent’s  bedroom  and  put  on  a soft 
lemon  underwear  set  of  garter  belt,  bra,  panties  and  slip 
and  stretched  a pair  of  sheer  tan  nylons  up  my  smooth” 
as-silk  legs.  I spent  fifteen  minutes  trying  to  decide 
what  would  be  suitable  for  a morning  window  shopping  and 
still  look  pretty  and  smart  and  finally  chose  a jet  black 
silk  blouse,  a pale  beige  fullish  skirt  and  the  jacket 
which  made  the  outfit  into  a casual  suit.  I found  a pair 
of  similarly  coloured  high  heeled  courts  and  slipped  them 
on  my  feet  and  was  delighted  to  find  they  fitted  even 
better  than  Maggie’s  which  had  always  been  just  a little 
tight.  I then  spent  an  hour  (instead  of  the  usual  rushed 
twenty  minutes)  on  my  make-up,  selected  earrings  and 
other  items  of  jewelry,  picked  out  a handbag  and  filled 
it  and  I sung  the  strap  over  my  shoulder.  As  an  after- 
thought, I sprayed  some  perfume  on  my  pressure  points.  I 
then  went  deliberately  and  determinedly  to  the  front  door 
and  left  the  house,  walking  out  to  the  street  and  then 
down  to  Barbie’s  front  path  to  the  door  and  rang  the 
bell. 
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I had  to  ring  twice  before  it  was  opened  and  even 
then  a little  voice  from  behind  the  door  asked  if  it  was 
me.  Barbie  was  wearing  a black  nightie  and  negligee  set 
and  had  obviously  only  just  woken.  She  stared  for  a 
moment  through  sleepy  eyes. 

"Krissy?  God,  what  are  you  doing  here  so  early? 
What’s  the  time?” 

"It’s  not  so  early.  It’s  going  on  eight.  Come  on, 
sieepy  head,  we’ve  got  things  to  do.  You  go  take  a 
shower  and  I’ll  make  us  some  coffee.” 

She  stood  aside  and  I went  into  the  living  room. 
She  closed  the  door  behind  me  but  she  was  still  staring. 
”Vhat  have  you  been  doing?  God,  you  look  terrific!” 

I smiled.  ’’Thank  you.  Actually,  I have  been  up  a 
while.  Seeing  you  last  night  made  me  very  serious  about 
looking  good.” 

She  stifled  a yawn.  ’’Well,  the  time  was  well  spent, 
honey.  Your  hair!  What  did  you  do?” 

’’Not  much.  I washed  it  and  set  it  in  rollers  and 
dried  it.  Now  listen,  come  on.  Into  the  shower.” 

’’And  the  clothes!  They’re  not  Mum’s.” 

”No,  they’re.  my  Mum’s.  I”d  never  had  the 
opportunity  to  try  them  before.  They  fit  so  well.” 

’’Well,  I must  admit  I was  going  to  be  a bit  casual 
this  morning,  but  I’m  not  now.” 

She  turned  on  her  heel  and  headed  for  the  bath- 
room. She  still  looked  so  good  I wondered  if  I would  be 
so  feminine  so  early.  I made  coffee  and  took  it  into 
Tess’  room.  BArbie  had  finished  showering  and  was 

dressed  just  in  bra,  garter  belt  and  panties.  I put  the 
cup  on  the  dresser  and  sat  on  the  bed  while  Barbie 
sought  through  the  wardrobe  for  something  to  wear. 

”1  never  thought  we'd  be  starting  at  daybreak,”  she 

said. 

”It’s  not  daybreak.  Stop  grumbling.” 
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It  took  her  an  hour.  We  decided  to  have  breakfast 
downtown  and  to  use  the  bus.  She  wore  a vivid  yellow 

long  sleeved  dress  with  a fullish  skirt  about  knee  length 
and  matching  yellow  kid  high  heeled  courts.  Of  course, 

she  looked  lovely  . . . but  this  time  I felt  at  no 

disadvantage. 

Ve  got  out  of  the  bus  mia'-city  and  found  an  eaHy 
coffee  shop  and  had  hot  buttered  toast,  orange  juice  and 
more  coffee.  Then,  feeling  relaxed  ana  very  excited  we 
hit  the  shops  and  the  shopping  malls,  traipsing  in  and 
out  of  every  decent  women's  wear  store  we  could  find 
and  wishing  we  had  money  to  spend. 

In  one  of  the  shopping  malls  we  gravitated  towards 
a small  but  growing  crowd  of  people  around  the  centre 

stage.  Over  heads  and  shoulders  we  noticed  a sign 
proclaiming  the  "Haynes  Stockings  and  Panty  Hose  Lovely 
Legs  Quest."  The  prize  was  five  hundred  dollars  in  cash 
and  a year’s  supply  of  Haynes.  Barbie  nudged  me  ana  I 

nudged  her  back  and  giggling  like  schoolgirls  we  enquired 
what  we  had  to  do  to  enter. 

"Nothing  to  it,  girls,”  the  gnome- like  show 

organiser  told  us.  "In  a little  over  half  an  hour  turn  up 
heare  and  parade  on  the  stage.  You’ll  have  to  lift  your 
skirts  about  mid“thigh  high  for  a couple  of  moments  and 
that’s  all." 

We  put  our  names  down  and  wandered  around  for  a 
bit,  waiting. 

"I'm  glad  I shaved  my  legs  this  morning,"  I said. 

"Oh,  so  you  did.  I didn’t  notice,"  Barbie  replied. 

When  the  time  came  I felt  quite  nervous  but  it 
seemed  to  me  that  Barbie  was  as  confident  as  ever. 

There  were  eleven  other  girls  on  the  stage  with  us  and  a 

large  crowd  watching.  I was  the  tallest  but  only  just.  At 
least  two  other  girls  were  close.  Two  of  them  would  not- 
have  to  lift  their  skirts  to  attain  mid-thigh,  I noticed, 
they  were  wearing  very  short  minis  and  their  legs  looked 
great.  We  were  asked  to  just,  stroll  around  on  the  stage 
for  a few  minutes  while  a male  and  a female  judge  made 
notes. 
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When  it  was  my  turn,  I lifted  my  H skirt  to  just 
bfelow  the  stocking  tops  but.  brash  old  Barbie  went  way 
higher  than  that.  Then  we  stood  around  waiting  for  a 
verdict.  As  usual  they  called  third  and  second  place 
getters  first.  One  of  the  girls  in  a mini  and  on  of  the 
tall  girls  all  in  black.  I think  both  Barbie  and  I were 
seriously  about  to  turn  and  leave  when  they  called  the 
winner  and  for  a moment  I almost  didn’t  recognise  my  own 
name. 

’’Krissy  Forrester!"  the  gnome  said  again  and  I 
almost  shrieked.  Barbie  threw  her  arms  around  my  neck 
and  I went.,  shaking,  back  onto  the  stage  to  collect  five 
hundred  dollars  in  cash  and  a voucher  for  God  know’s  how 
many  pairs  of  stockings.  The  gnome  made  me  show  my  legs 
again  and  this  time  I was  a little  braver  and  went  up  to 
the  stocking  tops.  To  loud  applause  I then  rejoiced 
Barbie,  blushing  like  an  idiot. 

"Let's  get  out  of  here,"  Barbie  said,  and  I followed 
her  out  of  the  building  and  down  the  street  to  yet 
another  coffee  shop  where  we  sat  in  a booth  near  the 
back. 

"Veil,  I don’t,  guess  we've  got  to  worry  about 
running  out  of  money  for  the  rest  of  the  week,"  she 
grinned. 

"Isn’t  it  wonderful?"  I agreed.  "What  will  we  do 
with  it?” 

"Spend  it  of  course,  sweetie.  Ve  can  have  dinner 
out  every  night  with  cabs!" 

"Sure,  why  not?"  Then  I thought  of  something. 
"Barbie,  how  am  I going  to  explain  a year’s  supply  of 
stockings  and  panty  hose  to  my  parents?" 

"You  don't  have  to  claim  them.  They  don't  have  to 

know." 

"That  seems  a bit  silly."  I took  out  the  voucher 
and  read  through  it.  "Hey,  we  don’t  have  to  take  them 
all  at  once.  Ve  can  use  the  voucher  any  time  we  want 
from  one  pair  to  twenty  at  a time.  That  makes  it  easier. 
Ve  don’t  have  to  worry  about  runs  in  Tess’  or  yours  or 
my  hum’s.” 
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At  that  moment  a good  looking  man  in  his  mid- 

twenties  appeared  along  side  us  and  we  both  looked  up  at 
him.  He  was  looking  at  me. 

"Hi,"  he  said,  "I’m  Gerry  Kosta.  You're  Hiss 
Forrester,  I presume." 

I looked  at  Barbie  and  then  back  to  him,  "Yes, 

why?" 

"Do  you  mind  if  I sit  down  for  a moment?" 

We  both  shrugged  and  Barbie  moved  over  and  he  slid 
into  the  booth  seat. 

"I  tried  to  get  you  before  you  left  the  mall,”  he 

said,  "here’s  my  card." 

I took  his  card  which  showed  his  name  and  the  fact 

that  he  was  a fashion  photographer.  I looked  up  at  him. 

"I  collect  legs,"  he  said,  grinning.  "Actually,  one  of 
my  clients  is  Haynes.  I photograph  the  legs  on  the  front 
of  the  packages  which  are  supposed  to  make  you  girls 

but  the  product.  I have  to  come  up  with  new  legs  often. 
I was  wondering  if  you’d  let  me  photograph  your  legs. 

They'd  go  on  file  for  the  time  being,  but  you  never  know 

when  you  might  see  your  own  legs  on  a Haynes  package." 

"How  would  I recognise  them,"  I asked,  probably 

rather  foolishly. 

"Oh,  you'd  know  your  own.  legs,  believe  me.  Everyone 

does." 

"What's  it  pay?"  Barbie  asked. 

Gerry  looked  at  her.  "Two  hundred.  For  about  an 
hour  session." 

"Do  it,  Krissy!”  Barbie  said. 

"How  do  I know  you’re  ..." 

"Genuine?  You  can  ring  Haynes.  I'll  check  out  OK." 

"When?" 

"Whenever  you’re  free.  Now,  today  if  you  like." 

"Do  it,  Krissy,"  Barbie  persisted. 

"Now?  You  mean  right  now?  If  we  come  with  you  now 
you’ll  spend  an  hour  photographing  my  legs  and  give  me 
two  hundred  dollars?" 

He  nodded.  "Yes." 
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"Cash?”  I asked. 

"Not  normally,"  he  laughed,  "but  it  can  be 
arranged." 

"OKay,  Mr.  Kosta,  you’ve  got  a deal.  Come  on, 

Barbie,  we're  going  to  a photo  session!” 

We  slid  out  of  the  booth  and  Gerry  paid  our  small 

bill  and  we  followed  him  out  into  the  street.  Ve  walked 

to  a parking  station  about  a block  away  and  I was 
thinking  I’d  never  had  money  offered  to  me  so  easily 

before  in  my  life.  Certainly  my  alter-ego  David  coudn’t 
have  done  this. 

Half  an  hour  later  we  were  in  his  rather  large 
studio,  surrounded  by  lights  and  cameras.  Gerry  was 
suddenly  all  business.  He  handed  my  some  packs  of 
Haynes,  a pair  of  lavishly  i ace-trimmed  panties  and  a 
matching  garter  belt. 

Continued  on  Page 
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“The”  Metaphysical  Shop 
of  New  Hope 

127  S.  Main  St.  • New  Hope,  PA  • 215-862-5629 


• Lapidary 

• Essential  & Massage  Oils 

• Books— all  metaphysical 
subjects  • Tarot  Cards 

• Crystal  Balls  & Stands 

• 300  Herbs  & Spices 

• Subliminal  Tapes 

• Natural  Crystals 


• Tarot  Readings,  no 
appointment  necessary 
• Channel  Trance  readings 
by  appointment  only 


• Open  nights  Friday , 
Saturday  & 

Sunday 
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FEEDING  THOSE 
FANTASIES 

JBy  J.R.  Wedding  ton 

Ve  learn  from  history  that  there  haved  been  cross- 
dressers almost  as  long  as  there  have  been  separate 
clothing  styles  for  men  and  women.  At  first  there  were 

three  styles:  men,  women  and  children.  The  children,  male 
and  female,  wore  skirts.  And  that’s  probably  the  longest 
lived  style  of  ail.  4 

One  thing  we  don’t  know  was  the  source  of  the 
fantasies  in  the  different  eras.  The  Greeks  had  houses 
of  prostitution  with  only  TV  prostitutes.  Where  did  that, 
fantasy  spring  from  fully  developed?  A Roman  emperor 
tried  to  make  himself  a transsexual  without  anesthetic 
and  with  a bronze  knife.  How  did  he  feed  his  fantasy? 

The  American  Indians  felt  It  was  all  right  for  a man  to 
do  his  own  thing,  even  if  that  meant  he  took  on  the 

clothes  and  duties  of  a squaw.  Vhar  a strange  idea  for 

savages  without  a written  language. 

Nowadays  you  can  learn  all  about  the  source  and 

extent  of  your  crossdressing  fantasies  as  put  down  on 
paper  by  learned  psychiatrists,  religious  zealots,  persons 
who  have  ’been  there’,  and  sincere  persons  trying  to 

make  sense  of  the  whole  thing.  But  have  you  ever  read 
about  your  particular  case?  Are  you  certain  and 

satisfied  about  yourself  and  where  you  came  from? 

Back  in  the  twenties  there  were  a number  of  books 
written  by  a man  named  L.  Frank  Baum.  They  were  all 

about  a place  called  Oz  and  the  first  one  was  ‘entitled 
The  Wizard  of  Oz.  Most  people  never  read  any  of  the 
books  but  they  did  see  the  movie,  and  if  thetu  thought 
anything  about  it  they  assumed  that  was  all  there  was. 
Actually,  there  were  six  or  eight  books  by  Baum  himself 
and  a couple  written  from  the  notes  he  behind  after  he 
died. 


Dorothy  was  the  heroine  of  them  all  and  in  those 
simpler  days  it  was  all  right  for  boys  to  read  books  with 
girl  heroes  and  identify  with  them!.  And  there  were  a lot 
of  books  with  girl  heroes  - Lome  Doone,  Tess  of  the 
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Timber  lost,  Little  Orphan  Anne,  etc.  So,  *if  one  really 
wanted,  there  were  lots  of  female  role  models  for  the 
boys. 

One  of  the  Oz  books  was  called  Ozma.  It  was  about 
the  search  for  Princess  Ozma,  who  had  disappeared 
several  years  before  the  time  of  the  first  Oz  book. 
Dorothy  and  her  friends  were  joined  by  Tim  who  had  been 
the  housekeeper  and  go~fer  for  an  evil  witch.  Together 
they  had  the  usual  assortment  of  adventures  looking  for 
Ozma.  Ozma  was  a play  on  words:  Oz  - Ma,  or  Mother  Oz. 
Thus  the  true  leader.  There  were  new  characters  in  each 
book,  some  appearing  in  several  of  the  books  and  some  in 
only  one.  Thus  there  was  no  surprise  in  the  appearance 
of  Tim,  who  was  about  the  same  age  as  Dorothy  and 
rather  unwilling  to  cooperate  with  the  others.  A typical 
boy. 

In  the  end  Ozma  was  found  to  actually  be  Tim,  a 
form  she  had  been  changed  into  by  the  evil  witch  who 

subsequently  used  Tim  as  a servant.  When  changed  back, 
Ozma  turned  out  to  be  a beautiful  blue-eyed  blonde  in  a 
bail  gown  and  tiara  and  carrying  a sceptre  which  was 

also  a magic  wand.  Apparantly  she  was  about  fourteen  but 
quite  capable  of  ruling  the  country. 

Final  dialogue  went  something  like  this:  ” - I’m 

still  the  old  Tim,  you  know.  Only,  only...”  ’’Only  you’re 
different!”  said  the  scarecrow  and  everyone  thought  it 
was  the  smartest  speech  he  ever  made. 

Even  at  the  age  of  eight,  I could  see  the 

advantages  to  being  changed  into  a princess  by  magic  and 
shifted  my  interest  being  a fantasy  Ozma.  She  was  lots 

prettier  than  Dorothy. 

It  wasn’t  really  a TV/TS  book  because  almost  no 

time  was  spent  on  the  change.  But  then  I was  rather 

unsophisticated  in  those  days.  Ozma  showed  up  in  many  of 

the  other  books,  but  as  Ozma,  the  leader  who  didn’t  get 

too  involved  in  the  adventures.  Too  bad.  She  was  smarter 
as  well  as  prettier  than  Dorothy. 
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GRADE  — Z QEIINIX  US 

*.  By  Rebecca  J.  Buchanan 

Readers  of  En  Femme  and  film  afficionados  in  general  have 

LONG  BEEN  AWARE  OF  THAT  MASTERPIECE  OF  TRANSVESTITE  CINEMA  “ 

Glen  or  Glenda  a/k/a  I Changed  My  Sex.  But  how  many  are  aware 

THAT  THE  FILM  IS  AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL?  The  LEAD  ROLE  OF  GlEN  WAS 
PLAYED  BY  THE  DIRECTOR  EDVARD  D.  WOOD,  Jr.  UNDER  THE  PSEUDONYM 

Daniel  Davis.  ' 

Wood,  the  director/producer/screenwriter  of  such 
’classics’  as  Plan  Nine  From  Outer  Space,  Bride  or  the  Monster , 
Jail  Bait  and  Night  or  the  Ghouls,  was  a lifelong  transvestite 

WITH  AN  AFFINITY  TOWARD  ANGORA  SWEATERS.  THIS  WAS  USED  AS  THE 
CENTRAL  CONFLICT  IN  WOOD’S  SCREENPLAY  FOR  GlEN  OR  GlENDA,  AS 

the  ’hero’  Glen  longs  to  wear  the  angora  sweater  of  his  girl- 
friend, Barbara.  The  suffering  girlfriend  was  played  by  Wood’s 

REAL-LIFE  LIVE-IN  LOVER  DELORES  FULLER . 

Fuller  has  talked  of  her  late  friend's  passion  for 

women’s  things.  She  described  him  as  the  first  transvestite  she 

HAD  EVER  MET  AND  THAT  HE  HAD  DEVELOPED  HIS  LONGING  FOR  ANGORA 

WHEN  HE  DRESSED  UP  AS  THE  EASTER  BUNNY  WHEN  HE  WAS  LITTLE.  It 

MADE  HIM  FEEL  SO  GOOD  THAT  FROM  THEN  ON  HE  WAS  HOOKED.  He 

WOULD  WEAR  HIS  ANGORA  SWEATERS  WHENEVER  HE  WAS  WORKING  ON  ONE 
OF  HIS  SCREENPLAYS  BECAUSE  HE  SAID  IT  HELPED  HIM  CREATE. 

In  1983,  Wood  became  partners  with  producer/screenwriter 
Alex  Gordon  in  a venture  called  Angora  Pictures.  Every  script 
Wood  turned  in  featured  a leading  lady  wearing  an  angora 

SWEATER.  No  PICTURES  WERE  EVER  MADE.  WOOD  HAD  TRIED  TO  GET  A 
VANITY  LICENSE  PLATE  SAYING  ANGORA  BUT  SOMEONE  HAD  GOTTEN  IT 

AHEAD  OF  HIM. 

The  details  of  Ed  Wood’s  early  life  are  sketchy  but  he 

DID  SERVE  WITH  DISTINCTION  IN  THE  U.S.  MARINE  CORPS  IN  WORLD 

War  II.  He  arrived  in  Hollywood  after  the  war  but  no  one  knows 

HOW  HE  FOUND  HIS  WAY  INTO  MOTION  PICTURES. 
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He  did  make  an  impression  in  Movietown,  because  of  his 

AFFINITY  TOWARD  WOMEN’S  PANTSUITS.  He  WAS  A VERY  TYPICAL  EX- 
MARINE, SITTING  IN  HIS  OFFICE,  STRIKING  A MASCULINE  POSE,  SMOKING 
A CIGARETTE  BUT  WEARING  A LADIE’s  PANTSUIT  WITH  PANTYHOSE  AND 
HEELS  OR  AN  ANGORA  SWEATER.  He  DIDN’T  WEAR  A DRESS  OR  SKIRT  AS 
FAR  AS  ANYONE  COULD  REMEMBER,  NOR  DID  HE  EVER  REMOVE  HIS  FACIAL 

HAIR.  He  WORE  A MUSTACHE  OR  HEAVY  BEARD  FOR  MOST  OF  HIS  LIFE. 

And  FRIENDS  RECALL  WOOD  STATING  MANY  TIMES  THAT  HE  HAD  BEEN 
WEARING  A BRA  AND  PANTIES  UNDERNEATH  HIS  UNIFORM  WHILE  STORMING 

A BEACH  IN  THE  PACIFIC  DURING  WWIL 

. Wood  surrounded  himself  with  a small  select  circle  of 

FRIENDS  MOST  OF  WHOM  WERE  PUT  TO  WORK  IN  HIS  PICTURES.  The 

psychic  Criswell,  the  ex-wrestler  Tor  Johnson,  drug-addict  Bela 
Lugosi,  Delores  Fuller,  the  effeminate  Dudley  Manlove  and  the 

MANY  ASPIRING  STARLETS  "HAT  EVENTUALLY  FOUND  THEIR  WAY  INTO 

ANGORA  FOR  THEIR  BELOVED  DIRECTOR. 

Ed  Wood  also  had  a drinking  problem,  though  not  to  the 
extent  qf  his  biggest  name  star.  The  Hungarian- born  Bela  Lugosi, 

AN  OUTCAST  FROM  HOLLYWOOD  DUE  TO  HIS  EXPENSIVE  DRUG  AND  ALCOHOL 
ADDICTIONS  BECAME  FRIENDS  WITH  WOOD  WHO  PROVIDED  HIM  WITH  A 
PAYCHECK  AND  SOMETIMES  THE  MUCH- NEEDED  DRUGS  THEMSELVES  IN 
EXCHANGE  FOR  LUDICROUS  SCREEN  PERFORMANCES.  ONE  SCENE  IN 
PARTICULAR,  IN  THE  SCRIPT  FOR  BRIDE  OF  THE  MONSTER,  HAS  THE  LINE 

"Don’t  be  afraid  of  Lobo  - he’s  as  harmless  as  a kitten."  But 

THE  WAY  THE  LINE  WAS  MUTTERED  BY  LUGOSI  IN  THE  FINAL  PICTURE 

came  out  "Don’t  vorry  about  Lobo  - he’s  harmless  as  kitchen.” 
He  was  unwilling,  or  unable  to  do  a re-take  so  Wood  left  it  in 
as  is.  Lugosi  died  after  filming  a few  scenes  in  his  beloved 
Dracula  get-up  in  1958.  Wood  took  the  scenes,  re-wrote  a 

SCRIPT  AROUND  THEM,  HIRED  AN  EXTRA  TO  REPLACE  LUGOSI  AND  MADE 
THE  LEGENDARY  PLAN  NlNE  FrOH  Ck/TER  SPACE. 

After  Plan  Nine,  Wood  found  few  opportunites  to  work  in 
Hollywood  so  he  took  a job  as  a writer  for  Pendulum  Press, 

PUBLISHERS  OF  TRANSVESTITE  FICTION  AND  OTHER  ’PORNOGRAPHY.’  AMONG 
HIS  LITERARY  TITLES  WERE  TV  LUST,  AND  DlARY  OF  A TRANSVESTITE 

Hooker . He  returned  to  the  cinematic  world  in  1972,  directing 

NeCRONANCER,  IN  WHICH  HE  APEARED  AS  LUSTFUL  WIZARD.  It  WAS  HIS 


LAST  FILM. 
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The  last  years  of  his  life  were  particularly  difficult. 

His  alcoholism  was  worse  and  he  was  constantly  being  put  out  of 
apartments.  He  liked  dogs  keeping  four  or  five  of  them  around 
at  all  times,  but  he  wouldn't  clean  up  after  them.  Wood  and  his 
wife  Kathy  lived  in  squalor,  although  he  kept  large  amounts  of 

cash  around  in  drawers  and  suitcases.  He  was  a generous  person, 

too,  frequently  giving  away  what  little  he  had  to  those  he 

though  were  worse  off  than  HIMSELF. 


He  died  of  a heart  attack  while  watching  TV  at  his  home 

✓ 

in  1978.  He  was  56  years  old.  His  wife  at  the  time  remarked 

that  the  world  had  lost  one  of  its  great  directors. 

Ed  Wood,  Jr.  always  maintained  a strong  sense  of  himself 

AND  HIS.  VALUE  AS  AN  ARTIST.  He  WAS  COMPLETELY  SINCERE  IN  WHAT 
HE  WAS  DOING  AND  GENUINELY  BELIEVED  THAT  HIS  MOVIES  WERE  THE 

BEST  HE  COULD  DO  UNDER  THE  CIRCUMSTANCES.  He  ENJOYED  PLAYING 

THE  ROLE  OF  The  DIRECTOR.  And  THIS  IS  HOW  HE  WOULD  WANT  TO  BE 
REMEMBERED.  SITTING  IN  HIS  DIRECTOR’S  CHAIR,  LIKE  A LESSER 
CeCILLE  B.  DeMiLLE,  SHOUTING  INTO  HIS  MEGAPHONE,  HAVING  PEOPLE 
RUNNING  HERE  AND  THERE  AT  HIS  INSTRUCTION.  And  OF  COURSE  HE 
WOMLD  BE  WEARING  ONE  OF  HIS  BELOVED  PANTSUITS,  STOCKINGS,  HIGH 
HEELS  AND  AN  ANGORA  SWEATER. 
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’’There’s  three  pair  of  pantyhose  and  three  pair  of 
stocking,”  Mr.  Kosta  said.  ’’One  each  of  pale  cream,  mid- 
tan and  black.  I’d  like  to  do  them  all,  please.  The 
stockings  first.  Just  wear  the  garter  belt  and  panties 
below  but  you  can  I eve  your  blouse  on.  I’m  shooting  from 
the  hip.”  He  laughed  at  his  own  little  joke.  ’’The  dressing 
room’s  over  there.”  He  pointed  in  the  corner. 

’’Can  I go  with  her?”  Barbie  asked. 

’’Sure.”  y 

Ve  went  to  the  dressing  room  and  I began  to 
remove  my  skirt  and  changed  my  underwear,  leaving  on  the 
tiny  bikini  panties  I always  wore  for  obvious  reasons. 

"I  hope  he  doesn’t  notice,”  I said,  suddenly 
worried. 

”He  won’t.  God,  isn’t  he  beautiful!” 

"I  guess  I didn’t  notice,”  I said. 

"You’re  made  of  ice.  I’d  love  to  get  him  in  my  bed.” 

’’Aren’t  you  forgetting  something?”  I said,  "maybe 
he  doesn’t  want  YOU  in  his  bed.” 

"Don’t  be  such  a spoilsport.  Besides,  I could  make 
him  happy.” 

I smiled.  "I’m  sure  you  could,  honey  bunch.  I’m  sure 
you  could.” 

I fastened  the  stocking  tops  to  the  suspenders  and 
tucked  my  blouse  loosely  into  the  elastic  waist  of  the 
panties  and  took  a deep  breath.  "Okay,  here  we  go." 

Back  in  the  studio,  Gerry  sucked  in  his  breath. 
"God,  they’re  even  better  than  I thought.  Vhat  size  shoe 
do  you  take?” 

’’Eight  and  a half  B,”  I answered. 

"Just  over  there.  In  the  cupboard.  There’s  some 
stilettos.  White  for  the  cream  and  tan,  black  for  the 
biack.”  v 

I selected  the  right  sizes  and  kicked  off  my  own 
shoes  and  put  on  the  white  since  I was  wearing  the 
cream  stockings.  They  had  very  high  heels.  It  took  me  a 
moment  to  adjust  to  them.  I was  glad  I’d  spent  so  much 
time  in  heels  recently. 
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’’Over  there  on  the  bed,”  Gerry  said,  pointing  to  a 
fully  made  bed  with  a colourful  bedspread.  ’’And  start 
posing.” 

’’Posing?” 

"Yes.  You  know.  Sit  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  cross 
your  legs,  uncross  your  legs,  lay  back  with  them  in  the 
air,  move  them  around.  Do  things  with  your  legs." 

I’d  seen  plenty  of  stocking  packs.  I knew  what  he 
wanted.  And  I was  still  a fan  of  Playboy  and  Penthouse, 
wasn’t  I? 

Gerry  was  certainly  right,  about  the  time.  It  did 
take  an  hour.  When  I had  finished  with  black  pantyhose, 

he  smiled. 

"Terrific.  That’s  it.  They’ll  be  used.  You  have 

fantastic  legs.  Dancer’s  legs.  Are  you  a dancer?” 

"No-.” 

"Maybe  you  ought  to  be.  You  can  change  now.” 

I changed  back  into  my  own  - well,  Mum’s  ~ clothes, 
feeling  good  about  myself.  Since  spending  some  time  on  my 
hair  and  shaving  my  legs  all  sorts  of  nice  things  had 
happened  and  although  I knew  that  Bobby  was  basically 
prettier  than  I was,  I also  knew  that  I looked  pretty 
dam  good.  I rejoined  Bobby  and  Gerry  and  he  paid  me 
the  two  hundred  in  bright,  shiny,  new  notes.  Where  I'd 

left  home  this  morning  with  a little  under  twenty  dollars 
in  my  purse  there  was  now  over  seven  hundred. 

Gerry  called  a cab  for  us  and  while  we  were 

waiting,  wanted  my  name  and  address  for  his  files.  Well, 
the  name  he  already  had  but  I wasn’t  about  to  give  him 
my  address.  I didn’t  need  someone  calling  up  asking  for 
Krissy.  So  I gave  him  a false  address  and  phone  number, 
signalling  to  Bobby  to  shush  up  just  in  case  she  said 
something. 

The  cab  tooted  out  front  and  we  took  our  leave  of 
the  lovely  Gerry  and  directed  the  cab  driver  back  up 

town. 

"So,  you’re  suddenly  seven  hundred  richer,”  Barbie 


said. 
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”Uh  huh.” 

”What  do  you  plan  to  do  with  it?” 

"Weil,  spend  it,  of  course.  On  us.” 

”0n  what?  We  can  hardly  spend  a! I that  on  dinners.” 
”No.  I though  about  that  when  I was  getting 
dressed.  I’d  realty  tike  to  have  something  of  my  own  to 
wear.  I'll  bet  you  would,  too.  I’d  really  love  a dress 
that  was  all  mine.” 

"Oh,  yes.  Me,  tool  But  where  wouid  we  keep  them?” 

"I  don't  know.  It’s  a problem,  isn’t  It?” 

"I’d  be  prepared  to  take  the  risk  that  we’d  find 
somewhere.” 

"Me  too,”  I said,  ’’let’s  do  it!” 

Excitedly  we  got  out  of  the  cab  in  mid-town  and 
strolled  from  boutique  to  boutique.  I was  becoming  glad 
that  I'd  found  Mum’s  shoes.  The  half  size  larger  than 
Maggie’s  made  them  much  more  comfortable.  Barbie  was 
first  to  find  something  she  just  had  to  have.  Inevitably 
it  was  pink  - her  favourite  color  - but  it  was  a very- 

pretty  pink.  It  was v also  not  very  practical,  but  then  if 

you  only  get  to  own  one  dress  what  did  it  matter?  The 
dress  was  of  the  cocktail  or  party  variety  and  not 
something  you  would  wear  every  day,  although  I reasoned 
that  Barbie  just  might.  The  bodice,  with  shoe  string 

straps,  was  fitted,  and  covered  with  a pattern  of  tiny 
sequins.  It  was  made  of  satin  as  was  the  only  marginally 
less  fitted  skirt,  which  in  its  turn  was  covered  with  a 
double  layer  of  fine  tulle  net.  Barbie  tried  it  on  and  I 

went  to  the  fitting  room  with  her.  It  didn’t  look  quite 
right  with  her  bra  straps  showing  but  obviously  she  would 
wear  it  with  Tess’  strapless  bra.  But  I knew  she  wouid 
look  great  in  it  when  the  time  came.  Such  that  it  made 
me  change  my  mind  about  buying  something  practical.  The 
dress  cost  a hundred  forty  dollars,  but  it  didn't  seem 
much  at  the  time  and  I willingly  paid  for  it  foe  her. 

Within  another  half  hours  walk,  I found  what  I 
wanted  in  a shop  window. 
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The  dress  was  basic  black  and  also"  had  a fitted 
bodice  but  with  huge  leg’o’mutton  sleeves,  a fairly  deep 
scooped  neckline,  very  tight  waist  and  a flared  semi-full 
skirt.  The  price  tag  was  two  hundred  but  I immediately 
didn’t  give  a hoot.  It  was  made  of  lustrous  silk  shantung 
and  was  beautiful.  I went  to  the  fitting  room  with  Barbie 
and  climbed  into  it  feeling  more  wonderfully  womanly  than 
ever  before.  But  I was  shattered  when  we  could  not  close 
the  back  zipper.  It  missed  by  about  an  inch.  In  a flash 
Barbie  left  the  fitting  room,  telling  me  to  wait.  In 
another  flash  she  was  back. 

’’Buy  the  dress,”  she  said,  "you  only  need  a cincher 
and  it  will  fit  perfect.  They’ve  got  one  in  the  store." 

I excitedly  took  the  dress  off  again  and  went  back 
out  front.  The  salesgirl  packed  both  the  dress  and  the 
cincher  and  just  before  I handed  her  the  money  she  said: 
"This  dress  needs  a fairly  stiff  petticoat  underneath  to 
give  it  shape.  I assume  you  have  one?" 

I tried  to  remember  whether  Mum  had  one  or  not 
and  instantly  felt  stupid  for  not  knowing  whether  I had 
such  a thing  so  I said  that  I didn’t  and  asked  the  girl 
to  wrap  one  up  for  me. 

We  finally  left  the  shop  nearly  three  hundred 
dollars  poorer,  more  than  twice  what  we  had  spent  on 
Barbie  and  I felt  bad  about  it.  But  she  insisted  she  was 
more  than  happy  so  I tried  to  stop  feeling  guilty  and 
succeeded. 

Ve  took  a cab  home  with  our  two  huge  parcels 
under  our  arms, 

"God,  Krissy,”  Barbie  exclaimed  back  at  her  place, 
"what  a day!  I’ve  never  been  so  excited!" 

”Me  too!"  I agreed.  "It  was  wonderful.”  I looked  at 
Mum’s  watch  on  my  wrist.  "It’s  after  five,  Barbie,  I think 
I’m  too  pooped  to  go  out  anywhere  tonight." 

"Let’s  not  then.  Let’s  leave  it  ’til!  tomorrow  night 
and  find  somewhere  to  wear  our  new  dresses.” 
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’’And  somewhere  to  hide  them,”  I added.  "But  sure  I 
think  you’re  right.  Tomorrow  night.  I’m  going  home  to 
take  a shower  and  get  into  something  more  comfortable. 
Want  me  to  come  back?" 

"Sure  I do.  Come  back  and  we’ll  watch  some 

TV." 

At  home  I undressed  and  checked  he  outfit  to  see 
if  it  needed  cleaning  but  it  seemed  alright  so  I hung  it 
back  where  it  belonged.  I took  off  the  underwear  and  put 
it  in  the  washing  machine  and  then  jumped  in  the  shower. 
The  phone  rang  and  I got  out,  wrapped  a towel  around  me 
and  went  to  answer  it,  expecting  it  to  be  Barbie. 

"Hi,  David,”  my  mother’s  voice  said,  "where  have  you 
been  all  day?” 

"In  town  with  ~ ” I nearly  said  Barbie  ” - Bobby. 
Just  looking  around.  Why?" 

"I’ve  been  trying  to  call  you  ail  day.  I was 

beginning  to  be  worried.” 

"Aw,  Mum,  for  God’s  sake,  I'm  not  a baby.” 

"No,  I know  thgt.  But  all  day?” 

"Why  not?” 

"You  take  care  now.  No  nonsense." 

"Is  that  all  you  rang  for?  To  check  up  on  me?" 

"I  worry  about  you.  That  Bobby’s  a tearaway.  He 
could  get  you  into  trouble.” 

I almost  laughed.  "I’m  sure  he’d  love  to  hear  you 

say  that." 

I confirmed  that  everything  was  fine  and  she  rang 

off.  I went  back  to  the  bathroom  to  dry  off  half 
laughing.  If  only  she  knew!  But  I was  glad  she’d  finally 
rung  when  I was  at  home.  She  wouldn't  ring  again  I knew 
that  and  it  would  leave  me  free  to  go  and  do  what  I 
liked.  And  I certainly  knew  what  that  was. 

I dressed  just  in  a bra  and  panties  and  high 

heeled  mules.  Over  top  came  Mum’s  terrycloth  short 
brunch  coat.  You  couldn’t  get  much  more  casual  than 
that. 
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* I brushed  out.  my  hair  which  I'm  kept  dry  and  put 

on  some  lipstick  and  nothing  else.  My  new  black  dress 
was  laying  across  the  bed.  I looked  at  it  for  some  time, 
wanting  to  try  it  on  again  but  resisiting  the  temptation. 
Then  I picked  up  the  clothes  I had  brought  over  fo 
Maggie’s  and  went  back  to  Barbie's. 

She  was  in  a nightgown  and  peignor  of  Tess’  looking 
scrumptious  with  lots  of  smooth  pretty  leg  showing.  For 
just  a few  moments  I wished  I was  visiting  as  a boy  but 
I put  it  out  of  my  mind  as  quickly  as  it  had  popped  in 
there. 

We  sat  around  for  a couple  of  hours  watching  TV 
but  It  had  been  a busy  day  and  I started  to  get  sleepy 
so  I decided  to-  take  my  leave. 

"How  about  you  coming  over  to  my  place  for 
breakfast  for  a change?"  I asked  as  I was  leaving  and 
Barbie  agreed. 

It  wa  my  turn  to  sleep  late  next  morning  and  I was 
woken  by  Barbie  knocking  on  the  door.  I let  her  in  in  my 
nightie  and  she  bounced  in  wearing  a sleeveless  cotton 
T-shirt  and  a white  linen  mini-skirt  with  flat  white 
shoes.  She  made  coffee  while  I showered  and  dressed  and 
in  keeping  with  the  Sunday  mood  I put  on  a loose  pink 
blouse  and  white  shorts.  I wore  high  heels,  figuring  if 
you  could  win  prizes  for  the  best  legs  you  might  as  well 
flaunt  them. 

"Where  are  we  going  tonight?”  Barbie  asked  over 
coffee. 

"I  don’t  know.  Where  can  we  go  that’s  glamorous  on 
a Sunday  night?” 

"I  figure  we  ought  to  book  for  dinner  at  one  of 
the  smart  set  hotels  in  the  city.  We  can  wear  our 
dresses  there  and  not  look  out  of  place.” 

"What  a good  idea." 

We  sat  around  talking  nonsense  for  awhile.  When  we 
thought  the  time  appropriate.  Barbie  phoned  the  hotel 
and  made  a booking  for  dinner. 
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’’Listen,  I know  it’s  way  too  early/’  she  said  after 
putting  the  phone  bock  in  its  cradle,  ’’but  let’s  lay  out 
what  we’re  going  rto  wear  tonight.  Yours  first,  then  mine.” 

It  was  an  exciting  enough  idea  so  we  went  into  my 
parents  room  where  the  dress  was  already  lying  on  the 
bed  with  the  cincher  and  petticoat.  I fished  around  in 
Mum's  drawers  and  found  sheer  black  stockings,  a lovey 
lacy  black  bra,  black  f lared-legged  panties  and  black 
patent  leather  stilettos. 

"Mmmm,”  Barbie  said,  "that’s  gdhna  look  great.  Now, 
listen,  before  we  go  over  to  my  place  you  need  your 
eyebrows  plucked.  I noticed  iast  night.  You  sit  here  at 
the  dresser  and  I'll  do  it  for  you.” 

I looked  at  hers  and  noticed  for  the  first  time 
that  they  were  actually  quite  sevely  plucked.  "Won’t 
people  notice,”  I asked. 

"Nah,  forget  ’em.  Come  on,  sit." 

Ten  minutes  later  my  eyebrows  were  as  dramatically 
changed  as  Barbie’s  and  whether  I was  nervous  about  it 
or  not  didn’t  matter  any  more.  I couldn’t  put.  the  little 
hairs  back  now. 

"Okay,”  she  said,  ’’now  we’re  going  over  to  my  house 
I’m  going  to  lay  out  my  clothes  and  then... then  you’re 
going  to  give  me  a facial  and  i’m  going  to  shampoo  my 
hair  and  you  can  set  it  for  me  and  when  that’s  done  I’m 
going  to  do  the  same  for  you.  Sound  good?" 

How  could  I argue?  So  we  spent  the  next  fours 
hours  doing  the  absolute  full  beauty  treatments-,  facials, 
more  plucking  and  trimming,  hair  styling,  finger  nails,  toe 
nails,  the  complete  works.  I must  admit  it  felt  really 
nice  both  to  be  doing  it  to  someone  else  and  having  it 
done  to  me.  But  the  problem  was  it  was  still  only  a 
little  after  two  p.m.  when  we’d  finished. 

"Let’s  have  a sleep,”  Barbie  said,  "And  then  we’ll 
be  able  to  go  on  later  tonight.  Don’t  worry  about  your 
hair.  Ve  can  brush  it  again  before  we  go.” 
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* Barbie  stripped  to  a bra  and  panties  and  lay  on 
her  mother's  double  bed  and  I did  likewise  and  although  I 
didn't  expect  to  I did  sleep  and  felt  better  for  it. 

At  six-thirty  Barbie  suggested  I go  back  to  my 
place  and  bring  my  clothes  over  and  we  could  help  each 
other  dress  and  make-up. 

If  I was  going  basic  black  Barbie  was  surely  going 
to  be  a vision  in  pink  - all  pink.  She’d  pulled  out  Tess’ 
pink  stilettos,  pale  pink  nylons,  lush  pink  underwear  and 
she’d  found  a lipstick  which  matched  the  dress  almost 
exactly  and  we’d  done  her  nails  to  match  as  well. 

In  high  spirits  we  helped  each  other  dress.  I found 
the  cincher  very  tight  but  I was  delighted  with  the 
resultant  change  to  my  figure.  I pulled  on  the  sheer 
stockings  and  attached  them  to  the  suspenders  of  the 
cincher,  put  on  the  bra  and  filled  it  with  the 
appropriate  padding.  By  the  time  I’d  done  that  Barbie  was 
into  the  torsolette  and  her  pink  nylons  and  panties.  Ve 
caught  each  other’s  eye  and  she  smiled. 

"I  suppose  you  realize  this  is  the  way  I want  to 
be,”  she  said. 

’’You  mean  a girl?” 

”Yes.” 

"AM  the  time?” 

"Yes.” 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?” 

"I’m  going  to  tell  Mum  and  Tess  when  they  come 
back.  They'll  have  to  accept  it  because  that’s  the  way 
it’s  going  to  be.  Vhat  about  you?" 

"No,”  I said.  "I  like  it.  In  fact,  I love  it,  but  just 
for  kicks.  I’ll  stay  a boy.” 

"Pity,”  Barbie  said,  "you  make  a beautiful  girl.” 

"Thank  you,”  I said,  smiling.  "But  not  as  good  as 
you.  When  you’re  Barbie  everything  about  you  is  different 
from  Bobby.” 

"Yes,  I know,”  she  said  and  picked  up  the  pink 
half-slip  from  the  bed  and  slipped  it  on.  I did  likewise 
with  my  petticoat  and  looked  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  I 
did  make  a good  looking  girl. 
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What  was  it  that  made  Barbie  want  to  be  a girl  and 
me  just  tp  be  content  "to  pretend? 

Barbie  stepped  into  the  pink  heels  and  I helped  her 
into  the  dress.  Then  she  sat  at  the  mirror  and  did  her 
make-up.  I sat  on  the  bed  still  in  my  underwear  and  bare 
feet  and  watched  her.  She  used  foundation,  dark  brown 
eyeliner  and  mascara,  two  shades  of  pink  eyeshadow,  a 
deep  pink  blusher  and  a light  brushing  of  fine  powder, 
before  finishing  off  with  her  deep  pink  lipstick. 

"Your  turn,”  she  said,  moving  away  from  the 
dresser.  ’’Then  I'll  do  your  hair  and  you  can  do  mine.” 

My  make-up  was  different.  I’d  decided  on  full 
dramatic.  A darker  shade  of  foundation,  dark  grey 
eyeshadow  on  the  lids  blending  into  a plaer  blue  above, 
gobs  of  black  mascara,  dark  red  blusher  and  an  equally 
dark  red  lipstick.  When  I’d  finished  I placed  a tissue 
over  my  face  and  Barbie  helped  me  into  the  dress.  The 
rear  zipper  closed  firmly  but  easily  over  my  cincher — in 
waist.  I stepped  into  the  high  heels  and  was  suddenly  a 
statuesque  six  feet'  talk  We  added  various  items  of 
jewelry  and  filled  our  handbags  and  then  looked  at  one 
another. 

"You  look  absolutely  stunning!”  Barbie  exclaimed. 

”So  do  you,  darling,”  I said,  feeling  simply 

wonderful . 

We  called  a cab  and  waited  impatiently  in  the  living 
room  until  it  arrived.  When  it  did  walking  out  into  the 
street  dressed  in  this  manner  was  one  of  the  most 
exciting  moments  of  my  life  and  for  a moment  I envied 
Barbie’s  plan  to  be  this  way  permanently. 
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En  Feme  will  not  publish  an  ad 
that  contains  sexually  explicit 
language  or  photo,  Any  words  or 
phrases  relating  to  sexual  activity 
nay  be  excluded  at  the  discretion 
of  the  editors,  which  reserves  the 
right  to  edit  or  re-write  any  ad 
that  violates  this  policy  or  its 
intent, 

EiisliLsanal  Ad  for  .MiLLib&Ml 

The  free  ad  is  United  to  five 
lines  and  the  printing  of  a 
suitable  photograph,  The  ad  will 
run  until  the  subscription  has 
lapsed  or  until  removed  by  the 
subscriber, 

Answering  Coded  fids 

Put  each  letter  in  a sealed,  s tamp- 
ed envelope  with  the  code  number  of 
the  ad  you  are  answering  in  the 
lover  left-hind  corner , Place  these 
letters  in  a larger  envelope,  along 
with  $1,00  for  each  letter  to  be 
forwarded  (naxinuir  fee  is  55,00) 
and  nail  to  En  Feme,  P ,0 . Box 
7854,  West  Trenton,  N,J,  08628, 


Robyn  Ann  Box  NJ100 

m,  31,  nenber  Renaissance, 
Publisher  of  En  Feme,  Interests 
include,  (rusk,  film,  computers , 
photography,  shopping,  reading, 
writing,  drawing,  Pass  well  and  go 
out  often,  Will  correspond/rreet 
with  others  with  similar  interests, 
Participant  of  Fantasia  Fair, 
Paradise  in  the  Poconos,  appeared 
on  national  television,  (Photo) 
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Carolyn 


Box  CA12/  Kay 


Box  TXT 23 


m,  TV,  43,  tall  but  pass- 
able, educated,  carried,  travels, 
Loves  to  dress  l go  out,  Interested 
in  corresponding  w/TV's  and  hetero 
males  who  like  to  date  TVs,  Will 
respond  to  all  w/photo,  (Photo) 


Carmen 


Box  CA122 


TV,  32,  fibber  ETVC, 
Feminine  Image,  Interests  include 
movies , dance,  music,  volleyball, 
Interested  in  corresponding/meet ing 
other  TV's  & friends  of  TV's,  Would 
like  to  explore  S,  Calif,  en  feme, 


TS,  35,  quiet,  sensitive, 
caring,  Enjoys  skiing,  computers, 
reading,  dancing,  Profiled  in  En 
Feme  , 


Steve  Box  NJ115 

SVN,  41,  ex-TV,  loves  TS's, 
TV's,  pro  drag  shows,  eye  make-up, 
foreign  films,  opera,  Bugs  Bunny, 
dining,  being  bi  with  the  right 
'girl',  seamed  stockings  & high 
heels,  photos  and  writing  to  you, 


tlorZApri 19.89 Eh. 

Joan  Box  CANADA! 1 4 

TS,  early  .60's,  retired 
engineer,  wants  to  meet  other  TS's 
especially  f rom  NE  States  or  Hari- 
times,  if  possible,  Will  travel  to 
meet  same , Please  reply,  (Photo) 
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Angela  Box  PA101 

SWM,  36,  actor,  music ian, 
party  girl,  Interested  in  fashion, 
film,  photography,  dining,  shop- 
ping, Member  and  officer  of 
Renaissance,  (Photo) 


Don't  forget  - we're  always  looking 
for  new  writers,  artists  or  poets! 
Send  your  submissions  to;  Rebecca 
J,  Buchanan,  c/o  En  Femme  Magazine, 
P,0,  Box  7854,  West  Trenton,  NJ 
08628, 


Nicole  Box  NJ103 

SWH,  40,  "TV,  member  of 
Renaissance,  participant  in  Pocono 
Weekends,  Paradise  in  the  Poconos, 
Interested  in  corresponding  and 
fleeting  with  others,  Interested  in 
photography,  video,  aircraft, 
music , foreign  films, 
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Sarabeth  Box  NET  19 
» • 

Now  cones  Sarabeth  , , , 
fiftyish;  balding;  wondering;  has 
she  always  fantasised  being  female? 
'Dressed'  in  childhood  by  misan- 
drist  mother ; somehow  maintained 
heterosexuality!  Resisting  Dr, 
Biber's  scalpel  , , , still  fantas- 
ising about  life  across  the  gender 
gap  , , , waiting  to  correspond  on 
same!  (Photo) 


Jeff  N Box  IN105 

6WM,  28,  S ' 1 0" , 175  lbs, 
brown  hair,  blue  eyes,  Considered 
sensitive,  an  easy-going  pacifist, 
Hobbies  include  art,  music, 
dancing,  nature,  poetry,  cars, 
Likes  cats,  Interested  in  corres- 
ponding with  and  possibly  meeting 
with  TV's,  TS's,  CD's  who  wish  to 
find  out  what  acceptance  really  is, 
(Photo) 


Box  PA1 10 


•Jennifer 


Interested  in  juvenile  theme 
TV?  I am,  Will  correspond  only  with 
all  who  are  interested  in  exchang- 
ing stories,  “Eleven"  year  old 
Jenny  would  like  a pen-pal, 


Mar /Apr  1989 


JEh  Femme 


Edge  43 


Michelle  lox  0H117 

SV  Ohio  area,  would  like  to 
meet  other  hetero  TV's  to  discuss  I 
have  parties  in  ay  hoae  or  other 
house,  Wife  understands,  Trying  to 
improve  ay  feainine  self,  Hobbies 
are  aviation  and  golf,  (Photo) 


A word  about  your  subscription,  If 
the  nuabers  89/11  appears  above 

your  naae  on  your  lailing  label, 
this  is  the  last  issue  of  your 
subscription,  To  renew,  see  coupon 
on  inside  back  cover, 


Jenny  D,  Baker  Box  PA102 


Pre-op  TS,  31,  living  as  a 

woman  for  over  8 years  in  Phi  la , Donna  B,  Box  PA118 

(Member  of  Renaissance,  Interests 

include  science  fiction,  Dr,  Who,  Married  TV,  interviewed  in 

comic  books,  video,  film,  British  En  Feasie  17,  Runs  Vegas  BBS,  a 

satire,  Participant  of  Paradise  in  computer  infomation  & message 

the  Poconos,  system,  Member  Renaissance,  DJ  at 

Paradise  in  The  Poconos, 
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Joan 

, TV/T6,  53,  member  Tri- 
Ess,  Tiffany,  Retired,  lives  part- 
time  , travels  NYC  area;  shopping, 
socials,  etc,  Family  grown  h 
understanding,  till  answer 
w/photo,  (Photo) 


Box  NJ126 

m,  late  40 ' s , bi-TV,  6T, 
sexy  figure,  Loves  lingerie,  nylons 
£ high  heels,  Have  been  dressing 
all  my  life,  Uould  like  to  meet 
with  other  bi-  or  gay  sisters  to 
share  fantasies, 


Kim  Box  IL120 

TV,  executive,  travels  a 
great  deal,  very  interested  in 
escorting  passable  TS/TV  on  the 
town  for  an  evening,  If  interested, 
please  write  and  enclose  address  l 
phone  number,  Be  treated  like  the 
lady  you  are. 


Janet  Box  RI1I6 

Young-looking  HWH  TV  passes 
easily,  50's,  college  educated, 
interested  in  meeting  others  for 
cross  dressing,  photo  sessions, 
etc,  Letter  w/phcto  gets  mine, 


Cindy  Box  HD127 


Box  NY106  Suzie 


VH,  TV,  31  dresses  at  home 

with  female  companion's  consent  & 
B,J,  Box  y Y 1 25  gfi£oyfig!i!fil ,t  kfOyld  llkt  to  C Of “ 

respond/meet  other  'sisters'  in 
68,  29,  single,  would  like  Rockville,  HD  area,  Interested  men 

sweet  and  sensitive  girls  to  write  Bay  write  too,  Write  to:  Cindy  Hen- 

to  her,  Please  be  sincere!  derson,  P.0,  Box  34634,  Bethesda, 

HD  20817, 


Free  Classified  Ads  For  Groups! 

Groups  may  list  themselves,  their 
addresses,  phone  number  or  mention 
their  upcoming  events  in  the  Class- 
ified Section  free  of  charge,  The 
editors  reserve  the  right  to  edit 
or  rewrite  classified  ads  to 
correct  grammar  or  spelling  or  to 
refuse  sexually  explicit  words  or 
phrases,  Any  ads  soliciting  money 
will  be  considered  commercial  ads 
and  are  not  available  as  a free  ad, 


TRANSSEXUAL  SUPPORT 
GROUP 


i.p.e.E, 

The  International  Foundation  for 
Gender  'Education  - a non-profit 
educational /service  organization 
designed  to  serve  as  a communi- 
cations medium,  outreach  device, 
and  networking  umbrella  for  the 
entire  TV/TS  Community,  Spongers 
an  annual  convention,  Publishes  the 
TV/TS  Tapestry.  Serves  as  an  inter- 
national information  and  referral 
clearinghouse,  speaker's  bureau  and 
toll-free  'hot-line',  I , F , 6 , E . : 
P,0,  Box  367,  Way  land , HA  01778, 


Formed  in  1985,  the  support  group 
is  a non-political  group  whose 
purpose  is  to  ease  loneliness  and 
provide  hope  through  open-minded- 
^ness  to  all  transgendered  persons, 
Meets  1st  and  3rd  Tuesday  of  every 
month  at  Dignity  House,  252  S,  12th 
St,  Phi  la , # PA,  Hailing  address; 
TS  Support  Group,  P,Q,  Box  15836, 
Phila,,  PA  19103, 


JANUS/DC 

Transsexual  support  group  c/o  Dr, 
H,  Hartin  Halin,  4835  Del  Ray  Ave,, 
Bethesda,  HD  20814, 


RENAISSANCE 

A non-profit,  non-sexual 
social/support/educational  organi- 
zation of  transgendered  indivi- 
duals, They  accept  without  judgment 
and  help  individuals  grow  at  their 
own  pace,  Heets  monthly  in  King  of 
Prussia,  PA,  Publishes  Renaissance 
News.  Provides  lecturers  for  coi- 
lege/university/radio/tv  appear- 
ances, Renaissance;  P,0,  Box  1263, 
King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406, 
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L.I.F.E,  DELTA  CHI  CHAPTER 


Long  Island  Femme  Expression, 
(Lambda  Iota  Chapter  Tri-Ess), 
Support  group  for  hetero  TV's, 
Discussion  meetings  1st  Hondays  of 
the  month  7:30  p,m,  Dress  meetings 
3rd  Saturday  and  one  Friday 
(varies)  every  month,  Planning 
therapist  led  separate  support 
group  for  wives  and  significant 
others,  Write  P.Q,  Box  121,  Ozone 
Park,  NY  11416, 


THE  TRANSSEXUAL  VOICE 

A newsletter  written  by  and  about 
transsexuals,  $2,00  per  copy, 
$12,00  per  year,  P.0,  Box  16314, 
Atlanta,  6A  30321, 


Dedicated  to  serving  the  TV/TS  com- 
munity with  a policy  of  fair  and 
equal  opportunities  to  all,  and 
without  discriminatory  policy 
towards  race,  creed,  national  ori- 
gin, sexual  being,  or  sexual  pref- 
erence, Publishes  Our  Sorority. 
Delta  Chi  Chapter:  P,0,B,  11254, 
Lincolnia  Station,  Alexandria,  VA, 
11312, 


TRANSPITT 

Non-profit,  non-sexual  social  org- 
anization with  open  membership, 
fleets  3rd  Saturday  of  each  odd- 
numbered  month,  Transpitt;  Box 
3214,  Pittsburgh,  PA  15230, 
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By  Dr.  Harry  Benjamin 

By  special  arrangement  with  Crown  Publishers,  this 
long  out  of  print  book  is  available  again  in  limited 
quantities  from  The  Human  Outreach  & Achieve- 
ment Institute . Deluxe  Edition,  $39.95,  Regular 
Edition,  $34.95.  Add  $3.50  postage  and  handling. 
Send  remittance  to  the  Institute  at:  Kenmore  Station, 
Suite  368,  Boston,  MA  02215-0368 


Amanda' s A Man!  $5.  00 
The  complete  novelization 
with  all  new  illustrations 
and  cover.  Same  story  es 
featured  in  En  Femme  #1  & 2. 


En  Femme  #9  $6.  00 

Amanda  Winters'  Makeup  Tips! 
The  First  En  Femme  Portfolio 
featuring  Amanda  Winters!  The 
second  'How  To  Pass'  and  the 
most  comprehensive  TV  movie 
listing  you'll  ever  find! 

En  Femme  Comics  # i $5.00 
Contains:  "Sorority  Pledge" 

by  Rebecca  Buchanan  and  Robyn 
Ann  and  "The  Adventures  of 
Angela"  by  Robyn  Ann. 
Illustrated,  Black  & White, 
same  size  as  magazine. 


✓ 


A wife  trains  her  husband  to 
love  dressing  as  a woman  and 
watches  him  blossom  into  a 
complete  woman. 


ORDERING  INSTRUCTIONS 


Indicate  books  by  number (s)  below,  enclose 
check  or  money  order  in  U. S.  funds  for  cover  price 
as  Indicated  above  and  add  postage  as  per  table 
below.  Send  order  to:  En  Femme,  P.  0.  Box  7854, 
West  Trenton,  N.  J.  08628. 


Postage  & Handling  Charge 
1 Book  $.65,  2 Books,  $1.05,  3+  Books  $1. 

Make-Up  Difference  Book  $3.00 


Enclosed  is  $ , please  send  me  the  follow- 
ing books: 


Enclosed  i6  $ , please  start  my  subscrip- 
tion to  En  Femme,  beginning  with  issue  # 

(One  year  6-lssue  subscriptions  ere  $30.00,  mailed 
First  Class  in  unmarked  plain  envelope.  ) 


Name 

Address 

City State Zip. 
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